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A Note from the Arts and Leisure Editor 


Roald Dahl, Jim Henson, and Fireflies 


LOOKING BACK AT MY CHILD- 
HOOD IS SOMETHING I DON’T 
OFTEN DO, BECAUSE when I dol 


Usually see nothing but surreal 
images of me weeding the garden, 
hiding from my mean sister, and 
watching reruns of “Alice.” Strain- 
ing my eyes for a more fulfilling 
picture of my youth, I recall some 
various early obsessions: horses, 
dinosaurs, the movie On Any 
Sunday. Still, I can’t quite get over 
the idea that my early years were a 
vast wasteland. Then I recall the 
three things that saved me from 
having a completely nerdy past: the 
work of Jim Henson and Roald 
Dahl, and fireflies. 

Last year, death took Jim Henson 
(creator of Kermit, Ernie, Guy 
Smiley, and many others) and Roald 
Dahl (author of James and the Giant 
Peach, George’s Marvelous Medi- 
cine, Danny: Champion of the 
World, his masterpiece Charlie and 
the Great Glass Elevator, and 


many others), and I remember 
the moments when I heard the 


To the Editor: 

Almost exactly 20 years ago, 
I sat in a crowded Varsity 
Theater as a campus organiza- 
tion called Spectrum put on a 
guerilla theater in opposition to 
the Vietnam War. Of all the 
workshops, demonstrations, ° 
marches, and meetings I 
attended at BYU that year, 
none affected me more or gave 
me a greater sense of satisfac- 
tion than the feeling at that 
theater. When one feels truly 

' committed to an unpopular 
belief (at least for BYU) there 
is a very real sense of purpose 
that can only be described as 
religious. 

In the 20 years since that 
meeting, I went on a mission, 
came home, got married, left 
school, had four kids, built a 
business, saw the death of 
many dear friends, lost my wife 
in an auto accident, left my 
home with my children, and 
enrolled again at BYU. Some- 
where along the line, I also lost 
my innocence, my naivete, and 
my commitment. I suppose this 
happens to most of us without 
even knowing it. John Lennon 
once said, “Life is what 
happens to you while 
you’re making other 
plans.” I believed I had 
just grown up. To even 
see photos of myself or 
think of my “hippie” days 
is a real embarrassment. 

All that changed for me 
Thursday during the 
teach-in sponsored by the 
BYU Coalition Against War 


Doonesbury 


HI, HO, SPORT! 


news just as clearly as re- 
member the instances, sur- 
rounding the Challenger disas- 
ter, and as some say they 
recall Kennedy’s assassination. 
Does this smack of overstate- 
ment? Probably. But when the 
voice on the radio said, “Jim 
Henson, dead at fifty-six,” 
and when my friend called in 
the middle of the night and 
prefaced his announcement of 
Dahl’s demise by saying, 
“Have you heard about the 
tragedy?” I couldn’t help but 
feel that a good part of my 
childhood was lost forever. 
Now, I really don’t mourn 
too much for ages 0-whenever 
youth officially ends. Mom’s 
garden is seven hundred miles 
away and no longer a threat, 
my sister turned out to be not 
so bad, almost every episode 
(and nearly all of the theme 
song) of “Alice” has been 
banished from my brain. 
Furthermore, I acknowledge 
and respect my allergy from 


in the Middle East, again in 
the Varsity Theater. Why I 
attended, I’m not sure. In 
my mind, I thought I’d go 
out of curiosity, maybe 
even have a laugh, seeing 
what I might have looked 
like some 20 years 
ago...nostalgia. I got more 
than I bargained for. I 
realized as I listened to each 
speaker that this old, worn- 
out, weary underclassman 
was being born-again. Not 
spiritually, but in an aware- 
ness that political commit- 
ment is more than voting, 
and that the 19 year-old 
peace-love-and-right-on 
hippie I though I had buried 
was still alive and well. 
Brother Nibley’s talk did 
more than enlighten my 
mind on the naure of war 
and the Book of Mormon; he 
renewed my enthusiasm for 
social action in my own life. 
Yes, I’m a bit more cynical. 
Yes, I’m more practical. 
And maybe even more 
conservative in my politics 
and lifestyle, but I’m so 
thankful that the part of me 
that believes in peace, 
equality, and love didn’t die 
with so many of my hopes 
and dreams. 

So something was accom- 
plished last Thursday, and 
for that I thank all those 
responsible. 


Paul F. DeWitt 
Page, Arizona 


DON'T STRAIN YOUR- 
SELF! HA,HA! IM 


YOUR SURGEON TELLS ME YOUR 
OPERATION WAS A HUMONGOUS 


horses, and I see that dino- 
saurs are causing much more 
trouble as fossil fuel than 
they ever did alive. I still 
admit to feeling a bit of a 
thrill on highway to Salt Lake 
when I pass the Widow Maker 
mountain featured in On Any 
Sunday, but that’s about all. 
But, damn it, I still tune into 
“The Muppet Show” from 
time to time, and [ still have 
passages from Charlie and 
the Great Glass Elevator 
committed to memory. And I 
was perhaps the only person 
to have wept when I saw last 
year’s movie The Witches 
which was produced by Jim 
Henson, based on one of Roald 
Dahl’s most devilishly 
enjoyable books—and released 
after both were six feet 
under. I thought that a part— 
the magical part—of my life 
was dead too. 

Which brings me back to the 
third really terrific part of 


Rianne 
To the Editor: 

I am writing in response 
to the article “Women and 
the Church” by Sean 
Ziebarth. In this article, the 
author states, “through the 
temple experience, women 
are able to participate 
equally with the men in the 
plan of salvation...It will be 
refreshing to see women 
treated as equally in the 
Church as they are in the 
temple.” 1 am moved to 
voice my opinion that I do 
not feel equality is 
prevalent in the temple 
ceremony at this time. Due 
to the sacred nature of the 
temple ordinance, it would 
be impossible for me to 
elaborate in detail. 
However, I will say that the 
Old Testament traditions 
which influence the 
ceremony do not offer 
females a very clear 
understanding of who we 
are in the scheme of things. 
In addition, we are given no 
information regarding 
women who are celestial 
beings and their roles. 

I must mention that I do 
have a strong love for the 
gospel. To me, the 
knowledge given through 
Church and the temple 
ceremony is valuable but 
incomplete. My prayer is 
for the temple ordinance to 
change even more and for it 
to help us better understand 
“woman” on Earth and in 


THEY CALL ME 
"HAWKEYE*! 


_ ENSIGN TRIP TRIPLER, DACESS! SHE: YOU MIGHT ‘CAUSE OF MY 
MORALE OFFICER HERE EVEN BE ABLE TORETURN TO 
ON THE MERCY"! \ 
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YOUR UNIT AT THE FRONT! 


BY GARRY TRUDEAU 


fireflies. Nothing in this world 
could dissuade me of the 
existence of magic in this 
world after I saw those flying 
bits of yellow-green light in 
the fields outside my house in 
Maine; and though I haven't 
seen a firefly in almost a 
decade, the feeling of being 
surrounded by something as 
otherworldly and mystical as 
those insects remains. My 
memories of Jim Henson and 
Roald Dahl remain as well, 
waiting for a time when I have 
to pull some magic back into 
my humdrum existence (which 
might be as soon as tomorrow 
or the day after that). 

For the sake of the lost and 
nearly forgotten magic of all 
of our childhood years, I’d like 
to dedicate this week’s Arts 
and Leisure section to the 
memories of Jim Henson, 


Roald We and fireflies. 


ae re 
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Heaven. My letter to you is 
motivated by the fact that 
until we, as a unified body 
of saints, spiritually desire 
and are worthy of this 
further knowledge, the veil 
will continue to cover it. 


- Emma Lytle 
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by Stephen D. Gibson 


ELDER SMITH AND ELDER JONES WERE 
DRIVING HOME FROM CHURCH ONE FINE, 


SUNNY SUNDAY AFTERNOON. THEY 
were passing through the desert that 
divided their area. It would take them 
about’ an hour to cross and even though 
the temperature was high in the 90s 
neither had removed his coat or tie. 
Both wore seat belts and the car went 
exactly 55 miles per hour. Each 
noticed the stopped car on one side of 
the road and both thought it would be a 
good thing to stop. 

A young, rather attractive woman 
had run out of gas and was stranded 
with her two children, one of which 
was three, the other about nine 
months. The woman was excited to see 
them. She smiled a smile of pure relief 
as they stepped out of their car. The 
elders greeted her and asked how they 
could help. She looked at these two 
clean cut young men and decided she 
could trust them. She, still smiling, 
held up her VISA card and proposed 
that one of the elders stay with the 
children while she and the other went 
to buy gas. 

The elders carefully gave an almost 
memorized explanation. They were 
missionaries of The Church of Jesus 
Christ of Latter-day Saints, they 
explained, and one of the rules they . 
lived by as missionaries was to always 
be: in each other’s presence, so her 
plan would be impossible. 

The woman’s smile faltered for a 
moment and her eyebrows flexed in 


concern. “Well,” she suggested, 
“Why don’t we all climb into your car, 
the kids and I, and you can drop us at 
the next gas station.” 

“No,” the elders explained, “that 
wouldn’t work either.” The Church 
auto insurance would only cover the 
elders. Another rule they lived by 
prevented them from giving rides to 
anyone but fellow missionaries—even 
members of their own church could not 
ride with them. 

The woman’s smile disappeared. She 
swallowed slowly. “Can I give you my 
VISA card, and have you come back 
with the gas?” she asked. 

“Oh, we don’t buy things on the 
Sabbath,” the missionaries quickly 
explained. 

The woman could not believe her 
ears. “So why did you stop at all?” 
she wondered out loud, dropping her 
hands to her sides. 

The elders paused, looked each other 
in the eye and blinked once or twice. 
“Ahh, to give you thie!” the senior of 
the two cried, pulling a Book of Mor- 
mon—like a rabbit from a hat—out of 
his suit pocket. Both smiled their best 
smiles. 

The woman was stunned into silence. 

The missionaries quickly explained 
the book’s purpose, left her their 


_ phone number and exhorted her to read 


it. They then jumped into their car and 
drove into the sunset, congratulating 
each other by explaining to themselves 
again and again how Christ-like they 
had been. A 


WHILE OUR SOLDIERS MEET 
PHYSICAL DEATH ON THE 


BATTLEGROUND, IT’S 
possible for us on the 
homefront to suffer 
spiritual death. It is 
important to discuss the 
attitudes that can destroy B¥ 
a person spiritually at a 
time of war. 

Here at BYU, there is a 
tendency to bring the 
gospel into every discus- 
sion of national or local 
policy. This is healthy 
since it is the purpose of 
BYU to pursue secular 
studies enhanced by gospel 
insights. It is easy to see, 
however, that both sides 
of any given debate are 
usually backed by serip- 
ture. The problem is the 
motive behind the search 
itself, not that different answers are 
gleaned from. the same scriptures. The 
idea being that, like a good debater, if 
you look hard enough your position will 
be proved. When this happens, in the 
protagonist’s mind, the scriptures and 
religion become subordinated to the 
cause that is being forwarded. 

A similarly destructive attitude is 
that God is on our side. The idea, dating 
from the Old Testament, is that if God 
is with us, we win. Great care is thus 
taken to convince ourselves that “we” 
are the righteous, God’s favorite and 
chosen people. This problem is a form 
of spiritual pride: we assume that 
regardless of our personal or national 
worthiness, or our reasons for entering 
a war and our method of warfare—God © 
will back us up. Saddam failed to make 
the Gulf Conflict a holy war for the 
Arabs so why are we turning it into one 
on*our campus? 


<A 
War’s Spiritual Risks 


by Brian Dille 


But the most spiritually 
damaging attitude of 
iwarfare, even on the 

homefront, is the hatred 
W engendered towards the 
enemy. Christ’s injunc- 
tion to love our enemies 
is scoffed at by cynics as 
unrealistic and not 
possible, that in some 
way it doesn’t apply to 
war. The enemy are 
dehumanized to make 
them easier to kill; thus, 
Saddam becomes Hitler 
and Arabs are called 
“Sand-niggers”—a 
singularly ugly epithet. 

Moroni stands as a 
model for us on how to 
avoid this damning 
attitude. He was in a war 
more destructive than 
any we have faced: his 
family and nation were 
destroyed by it. Yet his words to his 
enemies are that if they will repent 
“all will be well with you in the day 
of judgement” (Morm 7:10). Here is 
none of the vindictiveness or hatred 
that is heard daily on this campus, 
directed towards both Iraqis and 
rival camps of Americans. From one 
who had much more reason to hate— 
than we who are only affected by 
CNN reports—there is only the 
unconditional love of a true disciple 
of Christ. 

Like all others, this war will end. Bodies 
and minds will be mended and relationships 
will begin anew. Let’s not destroy ourselves 
eternally in the advancement of a temporal 
cause, whatever it may be. Don’t hate. 
Don’t order God around. Like C.S. Lewis 
wrote, a Christian who just quietly does his 
duty in times of war can remain spiritually 


unscathed. A 


Preacher’s Corner 


MIRTH IS THE SPICE OF LIFE. NOT 
ONLY DO I BELIEVE THAT MIRTH AND 


LAUGHTER ARE THE SPICE AND flavor 
of life—sometimes I think these are 
essential ingredients. A good sense of 
humor goes a long way in building friend- 
ships, connecting with humanity, easing 
pain, and lightening a burden. We see the 
absurd and laugh in its face; we feel the 
barbs of insult or pain and laugh to soften 
the blow and dull the sharpness. Many 
times if we didn’t laugh we would cry. 

Yet, just as we don’t universally add an 
egg to every salad, stew or cake, there are 
some times that don’t call for laughter or a 
large dose of mirth. Moments exist when 
mirth and laughter are inappropriate and 
even in bad taste. 

When we talk of or about people, 
our laughter needs to be monitored 
carefully or we risk insulting and 
laughing at God’s children. When we 
give a talk in Sacrament Meeting or 
a lesson in Church, we need to 
teach, inspire, uplift, motivate 
people—not that our talk should be 
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dry and humorless, 

but we shouldn’t 

stand at the pulpit 

with the sole 

purpose to entertain 

and make the congregation laugh at light- 
minded dribble. The temple also is a sacred 
place where a smile and a grateful heart are 
most appropriate, but the ring of laughter 
sounds out of place. I had a friend who 
attended a temple wedding where the man 
sealing the couple told joke after joke. She 
was so disenchanted with this and other 
instances of inappropriate levity with 
sacred things that she decided to leave the 
Church. Her loss, yes, but I can’t help but 


. think that maybe we are a little responsible 


for giving such an offense: levity and mirth 
in the context of the most sacred are ill- 
combined. 


ASubmitted by Christine Cutler. 


Have something to say and need some- 
place to say it? Send your one page, double- 
spaced, preachy sermon to SR Preacher’s 
Corner. P.O. Box 7092, Provo, UT 84602. 


=e 
THE INTOLERANCE OF 


POLITICAL CORRECTNESS 


A NEw “McCarTHYISM” 
KNOWN AS MULTICULTURALISM 


AND POLITICAL CORRECTNESS 
(PC) is emerging from the academic 
left and entrenching itself into 
America’s universities. This time, the 
target of the purge is not a small, 
elusive group of communists, but the 
very visible white male establishment. 
The goal is not to save the country 
from the red scourge, but to raze 
America’s traditionally held values 
and ideologies. 

Multiculturalism asserts that 
Western civilization is essentially 
oppressive to all classes but the white 
male. To remove such oppression 
requires a revamping of our percep- 
tions of culture by replacing the 
traditional learning of Western 
civilization with learning about other 
cultures, races and sexual orienta- 
tions. Many universities, including 
Berkeley and Stanford, now have 
required courses in multiculturalism. 
Traditional interpretations of 
history, it asserts, are just distor- 
tions. In addition, the great philoso- 
phers and scholars of the West are 
seen as part of the framework which 
inculcates the oppressive values of 
Eurocentrism. 

Multiculturalism presents a 
perverted version of cultural and 
moral relativism. The best culture is 
no culture. What is our model? There 
doesn’t seem to be an answer except 
for vague notions of a melange of all 
cultures. There is no wrong or right, 
except wrong is the West and its 
tendency to distinguish between 
wrong and right. 

While we should not object to 
studying other cultures, the inherent 
indoctrination in multiculturalism is 
that our culture is wrong and must be 
rooted out of our thinking. This is 
contrary to the ideals of the univer- 
sity which promotes freedom and 
diversity of thought, not standards of 
political correctness (the university 
itself is a product of Western 
civilization). In America we have a 
rich environment influenced by the 
many nationalities which have come 


By David A. Jensen 


ment, but political indoctrination. 

It is a frenzied movement in which 
reason plays no part. To argue against 
the political correctness of 
multiculturalism only means that you are |» 
too engulfed in the oppression yourself to|} 
see the truth. Because oppressed groups, |) 
however, are not part of the establish- 
ment, they are not considered racists or 
sexists when they denounce heterosexual-|: 
ity, whites, men, etc. To ensure that 
students act in politically correct ways, 
new speech and conduct codes have been }: 
established. These codes are entirely 
antithetical to what the university has 
traditionally stood for. The evolution of 
the university has favored speech, 
thought and diversity of opinion and 
from the university we have rooted out 
many of the incorrect prejudices of our 
times. But the new regulations are 
nothing more than blatant indoctrina- 
tion. It is ironic that the same people who}; 
demanded freedom of speech in the 
sixties are now so ready to dismiss it. 

The new movement is a tragedy for its 
own cause. Its only effect can be to 
heighten racial tensions as students 
object to this political indoctrination. 
Perhaps the greatest loss will be the new | 
mentality it creates among students, a 
mentality which views everything from a |» 
class/sex/race perspective. Everything 
becomes political, everything becomes 
oppressive. No longer is society viewed 
from the vantage of the majority and the|) , 
individual, but rather the race, the class.) 
and the gender. This mentality is already}, 
apparent in many universities where, 
among other things, teachers are accused}: 


of racism and sexism for presenting 
incorrect ideas, where heterosexual has 
become a “bad” word, where teachers 
cancel classes because it is too risky to 
teach delicate subjects in a politically — 
correct manner. 

Multiculturalism and PC are dividing }i 
the majority and the minorities in a 
deranged game of revenge against 
Western values. Yet it was the same 
Western civilization on which this nation|) 
was founded that invited people all over | 
the world to come join in this experimen||: | 
of democracy and pluralism. Nations 
around the world have recently over- 
thrown their oppressors in favor of ideal}), 


of America and the West. This new 


here. When we learn a foreign language, or study the history attack on our own values or rather an attack on having values McCarthyism will only destroy what progress we’ve made 
of another country, we are studying other cultures. The at all. When classes suddenly become mandated for entire toward better racial and sexual relations and replace it with a | 
problem comes when the study of other cultures becomes an student bodies, it clearly is not an attempt at cultural enlighten- _ hopeless, ever-divided view of society. 


Doonesbury 
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50. HOW DO YOU LIKE DON'T GET ME WRONG — A 

THE HIGH SEAS, RAY? | | SAILORS LOTS DANGEROUS! 

SURE BEATS LIFE IN BUT TUL TAKE IT OVER CRAML- 
, ING AROUND IN THE MUD 


MY OL’ MAN WAS NAVY, 
ANP HE USED TO TELL ME 
» ALL THE TIME, "SON, /F 
YOUR NUMBERS UF; IN 
THE NAVY ATLEAST . 
YOU DIE CLEAN!" \ 


YOU JOINED 
THE NAVY 


UH... FITS ALL HEY, NO PROB! I 60TA FULL 
OKAY, SPORT, THESAME TO CASELOAD TODAY ANYWAY, 
FICK ACARD YOU, MAN, I WE'VE BEEN TREATING A 
ANY CARP! DON'T NEEDA LOT OF NAVY CASUALTIES 


MANY OF THE SWABBIES 
AREIN A BADWAY., THEY 
NEED ME A WHOLE LOT MORE 
THAN SOME GRUNT WITH A 
BUM KNEE DOES! 


Ul 'e 
see ALWAYS WITH 
YEAH, THE GOOP- 


YOU'RE GOING MORALE OFFi- TAKE YOUR NATURED 


TOLOVE CER JUS 
me THIS! NOW. 


FROM THE MINE EXPLO- 


UNIVERSAL PRESS sywDICATE @ 199) GB Mudeou 
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POLITICAL CORRECTNESS 
AND THE EVOLUTION OF 
LANGUAGE 


RECENTLY, NEWSWEEK DE- 
VOTED ITS COVER STORY TO 


THE SUBJECT OF “POLITIcal 
correctness” on college 
campuses. The cover intro- 
duced several conventions 
used to talk about race and 
gender and asks the purely 
rhetorical question: “Is this 
the New Enlightenment—or the 
New 
McCarthyism?”(December 
24, 1990) As it is for most 
sensationalistic false dichoto- 
mies, the answer. to 

. Newsweek’s question is 
“neither.” The lexical alter- 
ations that reactionaries have 
labeled “political correct- 
ness” (PC for short) are 
nothing more than fairly 
common moments in the 
evolution of a language that 
has changed every day since 
the time when brave knights 
and pilgrims made it a poynt to 
hearkeneth for the beste and 
speken short and pleyn. 

The objection to politically 
correct usage usually runs 
something like this: “I’m all 
for equality and 
multiculturalism and every- 
thing, but these PC freaks are 
going too far. They think girls 
should be called ‘pre-wor : 
and that anyone who says 4 
‘black’ instead of ‘person of 
color’ is a racist. Besides 
that, they want to get rid of 
Shakespeare and Milton and 
replace them with a bunch of 
kogky poetry by lesbian black 
women that doesn’t even 
rhyme. We'd better stop 
this,..or else!” The “or else” 
usually means something like 
“reverse discrimination,” 
“coed bathrooms” or “the end 
of civilization as we know it.” 

Now for some reality. 

The so-called PC movement 
is actually the logical result of 
linguistic theory that has been 
accepted by scholars for 
generations. During the 
twentieth century, philoso- 
phers, linguists, and literary 
critics have become increas- 
ingly aware that language 
plays a significant role in 
human behavior. This is true 
because we do much more with 
language than talk with it; we 
think with it, and we cannot 
think without it. Therefore, 
subtle messages embedded 


By Mike Austin 


within the deep structure of a 
language can drastically affect 
the way we perceive reality. 
Furthermore, language 
absorbs the values and expec- 
tations of the cultures that 
speak it. This means that the 
social and political values of 
any society both arise from 
and become embedded in the 
language that is used to trans- 
act social functions. All 
language is therefore political, 
and the argument that language 
should avoid “political cor- 
rectness” is patently absurd. 
The way we speak has always 
reflected somebody’s idea of 
what is politically correct. 
The academian’s concern for 
“political correctness,” then, 
is actually a necessary corol- 
lary to the lawmaker’s con- 
cern for political equality. 
Though public policy has 
changed rapidly over the last 
twenty years, any legal 
activist will tell you that 
prejudice cannot be reversed 
by laws alone. People’s atti- 
tudes must change. Because 
many of our attitudes are 
formed at a subconscious level 
by our language, the fight for 
political equality must include 
education as well as litigation. 
For very obvious reasons, 
the focus of this change has 
been colleges and universities. 
One generation of college 
graduates—including teachers, 
journalists, writers and 
scholars—can influence the 
way that the rest of us per- 
ceive “correctness” in 
language. College students 
today are being taught, for 
example, that it is incorrect to 
use generic masculine pronouns 
to refer to women and that 
metaphors that privilege 
certain racial groups while 
marginalizing others should be 
avoided whenever possible. 
This process is nothing new. 
Every generation adopts a set 
of grammar and usage conven- 
tions that are slightly different 
than those of their predeces- 
sors. (Had I been alive thirty 
years-ago, I would have said 
“different from” since “dif- 
ferent than” was regularly 
condemned as “illiterate.”) 
Politics play a large part in 
these changes. The Newsweek 
article laments the introduc- 
tion of phrases like “person of 
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color” and “differently abled” 
to replace perfectly acceptable 
terms like “black” and “dis- 
abled.” What Newsweek 
doesn’t tell us, however, is 
that the perfectly acceptable 
words were themselves 
politically correct substitu- 
tions for the even harsher 
terms “nigger” and “cripple.” 

Though language change is 
natural and inevitable, it has 
always met with fierce opposi- 
tion. Writers such as William 
Safire and Edwin Newman have 
built large fortunes by passing 
themselves off as the guard- 
ians of our linguistic virginity. 
“There must be a standard of 
usage,” they proclaim, “or 
language will degenerate into 
grunts and snorts and civiliza- 
tion as we know it will col- 
lapse.” Every generation, 
however, contributed to the 
evolution of our language and, 
despite the prophesies of the 
linguistic Chicken Littles, the 
sky remains firmly in place, 
and the bathrooms remain 
single-sexed. In fact, in the 
arena of language, the current 
generation of “conservatives” 
defend what the previous 
generation despised, and the 
next generation of radicals will 
want to take the process even 
further. When “people of 
color” and “humankind” 
become standard expressions, 
they too will be defended with 
the same fervor. 

While making fun of the 
sincere attempt to direct the 
course of language change is an 
excellent way to sell maga- 
zines, the hysteria contributes 
nothing to the dialogue. Teach- 
ers in American colleges are 
faced with a disturbing fact: 
the language we speak no 
longer reflects the values we 
espouse, and the correction 
process is cumbersome and 
difficult. It is impossible to 
ever arrive at a solution, so 
educators must constantly 
experiment with ways to 
eliminate biases that have been 
concealed in language for 
thousands of years. It does 
nobody any good to hold up a 
few examples (most of which 
have already been discarded) 
as evidence of “the ridiculous 
extremes to which the PC 
advocates will go.” 
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Childhood Ambitions 


by Bryant Ibbetson 


My FIRST CHILDHOOD 
ENDED AT A SOCCER GAME IN 


THE FOURTH GRADE. I WAS 

a good soccer player—a little 
cocky, too. Our coach told us 
always to get the ball to the 
wings, but that was too boring for 
me. I’d always dribble the ball 
up the middle of the field and try 
to deke everyone out. A lot of the 
time I succeeded, but not this 
time. 

We were playing my friend 
Lenny Barrie’s team. I was 
always better than him at soccer 
and he was always better than me 
at hockey. In fact, he played 
soccer like he played hockey, and 
one rule in hockey is that on 
defense you rarely go for the 
puck—-you go for the body. 
When Lenny was the last man. 
between me and the goalie and I 
put the ball by him, he went for 
my body and body-checked me 
into oblivion. 

Nobody really saw exactly what 
happened, and I don’t remember 
anything before waking up in the 
arms of my coach carrying me off 
the field, but I heard from one of 
my friends that the sound my 
knee made as it ripped apart 
made our left-winger puke. That 
made my day. 

The doctors did surgery a few 
hours after the accident and 
twice more in the next day or'so. 
I got a staph infection and ended 
up staying in the hospital for 
over a month, and over the next 
couple of years had another 
operation and spent maybe a 
month more, eating cow tongue 
every Thursday night courtesy of 
Hospital Food Services. 

I was a happy kid; I adjusted. I 
used old syringes to squirt 
anyone who came to visit me in 
the hospital. I organized jello 
throwing contests to see who 
could bounce the squares of 
hospital jello off the wall the 
furthest without breaking them 
up. But I always wondered, 
“Why me?” and I cried. 

Dad would always tell me that 
no matter how bad off you are 
there is always somebody who 
has it worse, and I knew it was 
true because I saw those people 
almost every day in the hospi- 
tal—but Mom always hated to 


_ hear him say things like that. 


‘Maybe it was because she had 
had open heart surgery a few 
years before. She would just try 
to make me feel better. They 
both tried to help as best they 
could. Mom practically lived in 


- the hospital and Dad came by 


whenever he could. 
Lenny and his dad came by to 


_ see me a couple of times, too. 
Lenny eventually gave up soccer 


entirely, which turned out to be a 


_ good choice. Late last year he 


signed a three year deal to play 


hockey for the Philadelphia 


Flyers. 
The funny thing is that shat 


wasn’t the first time Lenny had 


a - 
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scored me hard. When I was 
four, there was still just a branch 
of Mormons in our Canadian city 
of fifty thousand, and there was 
this cute little girl in my Primary 
class. She always had the most 
stars by her name, and I’m still 
not sure why because she was far 
naughtier than I. I didn’t mind 
though, becauee she liked to play 
kise’n’ catch, and she liked me. 

Then one Sunday morning my 
life ended. I can still hear the 
words of my Primary teacher 
echo in my mind, “We have a 
new boy in class today. He just 
moved in and his name is 
Lenny.” The look in her eyes 
when she looked at that intruder 
in those plaid, knee length 
shorts made me want to 
cry. 

It took at least a 
week to get over her, 
but I managed. 
Besides, what good 
were girls anyway? Lenny could 
have her as far as I was con- 
cerned. Anyway, I liked my 
friend Ricky a lot better. He 
didn’t scream when I put 
grasshoppers down his shirt like 
my sisters and every other stupid 
girl did. We also had a lot in 
common. His birthday was a day 
after mine, we only lived five 
minutes away from each other, 
and only fifteen minutes from 
Dilworth Mountain. 


I’m not sure why or how we 


were allowed to go up Dilworth so 


often; the cliffs at the face were a 
quarter mile long and a few 
hundred feet high, and every 
couple of years someone would 
fall off of them. Maybe it was 
because my mother grew up in 
Southern Alberta on a farm and 
roamed the fields and river 
bottoms and played in the barns 
as a child. Maybe it was because 
Ricky would always tell his 
mother that he was going over to 
my house and I would always tell 
my mom that I was going over to 
his. 


Whatever it was, we were free. 


See Childhood on page 8 


Memories of a 


Thumbless Youth 


by Sean Ziebarth 


I WAS BORN WITHOUT 
THUMBS. IT’S REALLY NO 


BIG DEAL. THE ONLY THING 
I can’t do is hitchhike. When I 
was in kindergarten, however, I 
did have trouble tying my 
shoelaces and buttoning my 
pants. After using the bathroom, 
I would ask Mrs. Morgan, my 
teacher, to button my 
pants for me. That was 
pretty embarrassing. I 
would wait for Mrs. 
Morgan to be alone, 
' then I'd ask her to help 
me. That way none of the 
kids would laugh at me. 

. And they did laugh at me. 
They called me “Seanie No 
Thumbs” and “Four-Fingers.” 
They were so stupid; I had eight 
fingers. 2 

Another thing that I couldn’t 
do without thumbs is draw those 
Thankegiving turkeys. Every 
year around Thanksgiving time, 
my class, along with every other 


, grade school class in the United 


States, would trace their hand 
with a crayon and then transform 
the hand print into a turkey. Our 
mothers would then proudly 
display our works of art on the 
refrigerator for the next month. 
My turkeys never came out quite 
right; they didn’t have heads. I 
thought it was appropriate for 
the holiday. 

Doctors were always amazed 
by my thumbless dexterity. After 
the nurse led me into the exami- 
nation room and left me alone to 
strip down to my underwear, the 
doctor, noticing that I didn’t 
have thumbs, asked me to get 
dressed. He watched my four- 
fingered hands very carefully as I 
buttoned my shirt, zipped up and 
buttoned my pants, and tied my 
shoes. Then the doctor would tell 
me to get undressed again. I 
thought the doctors were crazy. 
Then I realized they weren’t 
crazy; I was just a medical 
wonder. One doctor even asked 
me if I wanted to have bionic 
thumbs. He told me that it was a 


QOeat LOCA, 


How. ane Your” L'm Fina, 


simple operation and that it 
would cost a measly $20,000. I 
told him to forget it, unless of 
course he could throw in a bionic 
eye and bionic legs. 

My little brothers used to suck 
their thumbs. To rid them of 
their bad habit, my mother 
would tell them, “If you keep 
sucking your thumbs, they’Il fall 
off and you’ll swallow them, just 
like Sean.” What’s funny about 
that is it worked. Soon the 
neighbors and all the Relief 
Society ladies would ask me to 
tell their thumb-sucking children 
my horrible tale. I always made 
sure to include lots of blood and 
gore in my stories. Many kids 
quit sucking their thumbs thanks 
to me. 

Now when people ask me how I 
lost my thumbs I tell them that I 
used to wrestle alligators. I tell 
them that my grandfather has an 
alligator farm down in Florida. 
When I was 15 years old I was 
wrestling this alligator; I grabbed 
for his mouth to close it and the 
alligator bit down hard, severing 
my thumbs. Sometimes I tell 
them that my name is really 
Adoni-besek and that I don’t 
have big toes either (read Judges 
1:6). 

Not having thumbs isn’t bad at 
all. Actually it’s kind of fun. 
When I was young, kids would 
make fun of me and laugh at me, 
and I’d cry and get all bummed 
out. But I’ve learned to laugh at 
myeelf now. I like to hear new 
thumbless jokes, so if you have 
one let me know. Just don’t ask 
me how I type, how I write, or 
how I hold a fork. Figure it out 
for yourself. Use some of that 
black, electric tape and tape your 
thumbs down to your hands. 
You’ll find that with a little 
practice you can do anything. 
Except draw those Thanksgiving 
turkeys.A 
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WMG Yoavs 


Fisher-Price Barn (it 
Wacky Packages 


Doctor’s/Nurse’s Kit 
Donny and Marie Dolls 
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Scooby-Doo (pre-Scrappy) 7. 
George of the Jungle 
The Rocky-Bullwinkle 


The Bugs Bunny-Road 
Runner Show 
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Children's 
Top Tens 


Top Ten Children’s Books 


. Charlie and the Great Glass 
Elevator by Roald Dahl 
. Lizard Music by D. Manus 


Madeline L’Engle 


Seuss 


Top Ten Recreational 
Facilitators 


6. Slime 
7. Slinky 


8. The Empire Strikes Back 


Cards 
9. Legos 
10.‘ Pez 


Top Ten Cartoons 


Superfriends 


8. How the Grinch Stole 


Christmas 


9. Rikki Tikki Tavi 


10..A Year Without Santa 
(featuring the Heat Miser) 


Academy by JD Fitzgerald 
6. Stuart Little by EB White 
7. The Lion the Witch and the 
Wardrobe by CS Lewis 
. James and the Giant Peach 8. A Wrinkle in Time by 
by Roald Dahl 
Where the Wild Things Are 
by Maurice Sendack 
The Great Brain at the 


9. Half Magic by Edward Eager 
10. | Horton Hears a Hoo by Dr. 
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Getting 
Drunk on 
the Air of 
Eagar, 
Arizona 

by Rebecca Butler 


I USED TO WAKE UP AND 
WALK OUT THE SIDE DOOR 


FIRST THING IN THE MORN- 
ing to smell the sharp, iced, 
morning air that shocked your 
lungs with each inhale. It 
smelled of fireplace smoke, it 
smelled autumny. It smelled 

‘burnished and orange and deep. 
Nana didn’t mind that I smelled 
the air. She just smiled and 
fixed me cornflakes and Postum 
in ancient yellow plastic ware 
with a mandatory serving of 
prunes on the side. I detested 
prunes, but Nana said they were 
urgently needed for good health 
and regularity. I thought that I 
was about the most regular 
person I knew and I didn’t think 
that prunes would necessarily 
keep my averageness and 
conformity from getting out of 
control. Still, I ate them by 
picking off pieces and swallow- 
ing them with great gulps of 
watery Postum. 

After breakfast we’d do the 
laundry and hang it out on 
Nana’s five rope clothesline. 
The musky autumn and fresh 
laundry smell mixed in my nose 
and I was almost inebriated by 
it. Nana’s laundry was com- 
posed of jeans and striped shirts 
and sheets that were perfect for 
ducking under and playing 
parachute with. None of her 
sheet sets matched because 
Nana bought them all at yard 
sales. I liked sleeping on odd 
sheets, though. Maybe in a big 
city like Detroit or Chicago 
another little girl slept on the 
other half of my 
sheet set. I hoped 
her name was 
Mirabella or 
Felicia or some 
fancy name like 
that. Maybe she 
had blond 
braids totally 
unlike my 


See Getting 
Drunk, 
page 3 


Lunch Money, Snow-Cones, 
and the Second Grade 


**ONCE UPON A TIME THERE 
WERE THREE BEARS, A PAPA 


BEAR, A MAMA BEAR, AND A 
baby bear...” I had heard the 
Goldielocks story too many 
times. I was in the second grade 
and felt that I deserved a more 
stimulating story. Maybe some- 
thing by Vonnegut. 

Every Thursday Mrs. Karen, 
my teacher, would turn off all the 
lights in the classroom except for 
the one in the corner; she would 
huddle us closely around and 
read us children’s stories as if 
she was our mother, putting us to 
bed. Bored by the whole ordeal, I 
sat by myself, towards the back 
of the huddle, away from all the 
others. I let my mind wander, 
then my hands and feet began to 
wander and then, I crawled, sly 
like a fox, into the darkness. 

As I crawled I realized that 
Thursday was lunch money day. 
I never bought school lunches. 
They were too vile for me, even 
at that early age. I did like the 
burritos though, and the choco- 
late bars. Mrs. Karen’s desk 
must be full of money, I thought 
to myself. 

Mrs. Karen’s Beige, steel, five- 
drawered desk was cool to the 
touch. I knew that the money was 
in the long, slender, middle 
drawer and that it was probably 
locked. I tugged at it and it gave 
way. Mrs. Karen droned on, so I 
peeked into the desk, hoping to 
find my own little treasure. 

That single fluorescent light in 
the corner gave off just enough 
light to make the coins reflect. 
Some of the lunch money was in 
baggies, tied with the green twisty 
tie, some in envelopes with the 
kids names on them. I didn’t 
hesitate in the slightest. I pulled 

off my Evel Knievel t-shirt 
and then my white under- 
shirt. I put the Evel t- 
shirt back on; stuffing 
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by Sean Ziebarth 


all the lunch money into my 
undershirt. As I crawled back to 
my desk I softly thanked my 
mother for making me wear two 
shirts, even though I hated it. 

Mrs. Karen had a cow when 
she realized the lunch money had 
been stolen. It was almost scary, 
but I couldn’t help laughing to 
myself, my face as stern as stone. 
She immediately formed a search 
party consisting of herself and 
the teacher’s pet, Kevin. I had 
always hated Kevin and his dark, 
messy, red hair, buck teeth 
highlighted by a David Letterman 
gap, and oodles of freckles. Mrs. 
Karen and Kevin went through 
everyone’s desk, removing all 
books and other supplies, 
searching for the stolen lunch 
money. They even frisked us, 
checking our pockets. I knew 
that all that money would never 
fit in someone’s pocket. When 
Kevin got to my desk I casually 
stood up and let him do his thing. 
I was a little nervous, because the 
money was 80 close. I had simply 
laid my money-filled shirt under 
my desk. He never thought to 
look there. 

When the money wasn’t found, 
I suggested to the class that 
maybe it was Kevin who stole the 
money. The class, including Mrs. 
Karen, heartily agreed, so she 
searched Kevin and his desk. He, 
unlike myself, was innocent. 

The bell finally rang and it was 
time to go home. Mrs. Karen was 
hesitant to let us leave so she 
searched everyone on their way 
out. I had emptied all the money 
into the thermos of my “Adam- 
12” lunchbox. I passed Mrs. 
Karen’s final inspection and was 
home free. 

After crossing the crosswalk 
and entering my housing tract, 
my friends and I 
spotted the ice 
cream man. 

We 


stopped him, and I was feeling 
generous that day so the tab was 
on me. 

When I got home, my mother 
asked me what I did in school 
that day. I told her “nothin,’” 
but then continued, telling her 
someone had stolen all the lunch 
money and that I thought it was 
Kevin. I was a thief and a liar, 
and I was good at it. 

The weeks passed and I 
continued pillaging my class- 
room. I was a professional now 
and no one could stop me. 
Stealing was fun, an adventure, a 
game that I played with Mrs. 
Karen and Kevin. So far, I was 
winning. 

Stealing money got to be a little 
risky so I switched to “Wacky- 
Packages,” the 70’s equivalent to 
“Garbage Pail Kids.” My friends 
worshipped me because I had the 
biggest and best collection of 
“Wacky-Packages.” We spent 
hours swapping back and forth, 
each of us trying to improve our 
collection. I never stole from my 
friends, just people like Kevin, 
who, by the way, had a great 
collection. 

I had the wool pulled over 
everyone’s eyes. No one expected 
that little, innocent, thumbless 
Sean was the second grade thief, 
especially not the principal, Mr. 
Powell, who looked like a young 
Kissinger. As a matter of fact, 
Mr. Powell had just awarded me 
the “Principal’s Award for 
Outstanding Students.” I went to 
Mr. Powell’s office to pick out 
my award. I chose a black folder 
with a colorful, psychedelic 
design on. the front. In one of the 
corners I wrote “SZ+LL” in 
miniscule letters. “LL” stood for 
Lisa Leathe, but I pronounced it 
“Litha Leaf.” 

That was Monday. Friday 


was snow-cone day. There 


See Lunch Money 
page 8 


Lunch Money from page 7 


was a booth that sold snow-cones 
for ten cents after school. My 
best friend, Paul Whelan, didn’t 
have a dime, and I only had one 
with me, so I stole one for him 
from Kelly Baker who lived down 
the street from me. In her desk 
was one of those rubber coin 
purses that old men always keep 
their change in. Hers was green 
and contained a single dime. 
When she went to use the little 
ladies room, I struck. 

School let out. I bought Paul 
and myself snow-cones. I 
squirted the full rainbow of 
flavors on my snow-cone, turning 
it brown. Paul and I headed 
home and as we passed the log 
ship (a giant pirate ship made out 
of huge Lincoln Logs) someone 
grabbed my arm. I was whipped 
around and standing there was 
Mrs. Karen holding Kelly 
Baker’s hand, her face melting 
with tears. I was in trouble. 

As it turned out, Leslie 
Brundelstein saw me steal Kelly’s 
dime and she tattled on me 
(Leslie defined the word “wench” 
for me. I still hate her for telling 
on me). Mrs. Karen made me give 
my snow-cone to Kelly. At first I 
resisted, remind- 
ing them that I 
had taken several 
bites from it, but 
Kelly didn’t care. 
I hoped she’d get 
cooties. 

Mrs. Karen 
marched me off to 
the principal’s 
office. She suggested to Mr. 
Powell that I should give back my 
Principal’s Award. I begged, 
pleaded, and promised Mr. 
Powell that if he didn’t take away 
my folder, I’d never steal again. 
He agreed, and I was relieved. I 
couldn’t let anyone know that I 
was in love with “LL.” 

Then Mrs. Karen turned to me 
and asked, “Sean, have you been 
the one stealing from the class?” 

“No,” I answered back. She 
believed me. 


“Sucker,” I thought.A 


Getting Drunk Continued 
from p. 6 


sensible brown pageboy 
haircut, and maybe she had a 
real Barbie too. 

Green fields and an occa- 
sional archaic barn spread all 
around Nana’s house, and on 
the Fourth of July there were 
parades and fireworks. Nana 
taught me how to play Rook, 
how to ride a horse properly, 
and all about the Polynesian 
culture. She was smart and 
fun, and best of all, she was a 
young grandmother. She 
wasn’t fussy about things like 
taking baths or whether the 
bedroll was rolled properly. 
We visited her during the 
summer to have a good time in 
cooler weather. Nana accom- 
modated us perfectly in her big 
white house in Eagar, Arizona; 
population, 4,000.A 


Childhood from page 6 


We were mountain men and 
animal collectors. We did more 
biology experiments my kinder- 
garten year than I did in two 
years of high school biology: 
tadpoles, frogs, goldfish, suckers, 
garden snakes, worms, tomato 
caterpillars, June bugs, birds. 

I can’t ever remember playing 
those typical childhood games 
like cowboys and Indians; 
probably because Ricky never 
wanted to be anything like the 
other boys when he grew up— 
like a cowboy, policeman, or 
doctor. Whenever anyone would 
ask him what he wanted to be 
when he grew up, he’d always say 
he wanted to be an archaeologist 
or a biologist, so we dug and dug 
and dissected and dissected for 
practice. As for me, I wanted to 
be either the Prime Minister of 
Canada or the prophet. I guess I 
was satisfied that I couldn’t do 
much practice for either of them 
yet anyway, so I just did what 
Ricky did. 

Yeah, Ricky and I had a great 
time, until the day we were in my 
backyard and our neighbor, who 
was a few years older than Ricky 
and I, started throwing rocks at 
us. He must 
have been a 
really good 
shot, because it 
only took a 
couple throws 
before he hit 
Ricky. The 
babysitter came 
. out of the house 
really quickly when Ricky 
started to scream. She took him 
inside and called his mom to 
come and pick him up. That was 
the last I saw of Ricky for what 
seemed like a long time. 

Ricky has a glass eye now. We 
continued to be friends and other 
than that incident, kindergarten 
year was great, except for one 
other event. That was the time 
when my mom brought my baby 
brother, who was only a couple 
of weeks old, to show to the class. 
I almost died when she started 


breast-feeding him right in front 
of the whole class. My mom could 
be as natural as she wanted, 
whenever she wanted, but not 
when it affected my reputation at 
school. Jimmy Holmes’s taunts 
the next day were just too much, 
so I pounded him and he 
pounded me right back. 

That was my first black eye. I 
was £0 proud. 
I'll admit it—I 
was a tough 
kid. But I 
wasn’t a bully. 
I just fought 
with guys who 
thought they 
were tougher 
than me, guys 
like my best 
friend in grade 
three, Mike 
Clark. He was 
always a big kid 
(he’s 6710", 230 
lbs. now), but I 
was tougher. I 
guess his huge 
reach canceled out my toughness 
though, because we had some 
pretty even scraps. We'd fight it 
out at recess or during lunch. I’d 
break his glasses and he’d give 
me a black eye, then after school 
we’d go to his house or my house 
or to the park to play. 

It’s hard to remember for sure 
a time I didn’t have a black eye, 
except for once. It was my eighth 
birthday, and my mom and dad 
had told me that I really needed 
to concentrate hard on not 
fighting at school so that I would 
be worthy to be baptized. I never 
did understand that because I 
thought that baptism was to 
forgive all of your sins and I 
could be as bad as I wanted to be 
before because it didn’t go on 
your record in heaven. 

I tried hard; I’ve never been so 
tempted again in my life. Mike 
and the other guys called me a 
sissy and said I wasn’t tough. On 
top of that, I was stupid enough 
to brag that I was the main 
character in a play at church 
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called “The Littlest Angel.” At 
first I thought it was cool because 
my character, the Littlest Angel, 
was an angel who got into trouble 
all the time. (The director said I 
was typecast, and Mom said that 
meant I didn’t need to act very 
hard.) The only problem was that 
the guys at school just didn’t 
understand when I told them how 
great it was. 

My birthday passed 
and we were into dress 
rehearsals. The play 
was Saturday night and 
my baptism was 
Saturday afternoon. 
The Thursday before, I 
got a ride home from 
school, at lunch time, 
from my teacher. She 
dropped Mike at his 
house first and then me 
at mine. Mom just 
cried. 

Mike had to wear his 
ugly old glasses to 
school Friday. I wore 
the biggest, ugliest, 
blackest, puffiest shiner of all 
time. Saturday, I was baptized. 
My mother has learned to laugh 
at the pictures of me and Daddy 
in our white jumpsuits and this 
huge monstrosity almost shutting 
up my right eye. 

Ricky, my old kindergarten 
friend, was baptized the same 
day. While all the grown-ups 
were talking (like they always did 
at these things), we took off to 
some corner of the church to 
talk. We sat down on the floor 
and he looked at me with a huge 
grin on his face and bragged, 
“You know what Bry? Right now 
we’re perfect and all those 
grown-ups are sinners.” All I 
remember thinking was, “You 
were.” 

“The Littlest Angel” went along 
without any problems. I think the 
director even liked my black 
eye—it made the play funnier. 
It’s just too bad she had the 
misfortune of expressing her 
sentiments to my mother. 

Life went on. I still played in 


the mountains and fields and 
orchards, found asparagus for 
my mom that I wouldn’t eat, 
went on cherry raids, got into 
scraps at school, had another 
childhood crush, got kicked out 
of cubs numerous times, became 
king of the mountain a record 
number of times, lost the grade 
four spelling bee on the word 
“adequate,” played soccer like a 
bandit.... 

I recovered from my knee 
operations. After a few years, I 
became active again. Only the 
scars remain as evidence of the 
trauma, and the occasional 
question, “Why?” 

One day during my first year at 
the University, I was sitting at my 
desk twisting old cliches to make 
them funny or conform to my 
own views and attitudes: like, 
“When the going gets tough, the 
tough get going...and I’ll be 
content to let them;” and, “To 
everything in life there is a 
purpose...and if not, make one 
up and then there is.” Though it 
seemed as clear as revelation the 
instant the last phrase came to 
me, I’m not sure now just what 
exactly I meant when I wrote it 
down. Maybe that’s why I still 
find myself asking, “Why?” and 
not just about the things that 
happen to me. 

But I think I’ve come to grips 
with my childhood soccer 
accident. Indeed, I was in some 
ways blessed by it. I mean, who 
else did fifteen hundred piece 
puzzles with their mother, 
learned how to play scrabble with 
the best of them, practiced the 
piano an hour or two every day, 
and got to watch more episodes of 
“George of the Jungle” than any 
other human being? 

Besides, I surely never would ~ 
have had a chance to make 
prophet at the rate of devilish- 
ness I was going on back then. 
Prime Minister maybe, but 
prophet no.A 


Bail Me Out, 
Bertha 


Dear Bertha, 

Since you are omniscient, 
perhaps you can give me an 
answer that makes sense. 

I am currently enrolled in a 
P.E. class that meets in the 
Smith Fieldhouse. Every day I 
must climb the very steep 
stairs on the side of the hill 
just to get to the main campus. 
I do not object to the powers 
that be that made me take this 
class so I can graduate from 
this university. What gets me 
is this: who in their right mind 
would put the gym of a univer- 
sity —the Lord’s University, 
no less — at the bottom of a 
hill? It’s as if the workout 
doesn’t kill you, the climb to 
get to your next class will. 

- Pooped out in Provo 


Dear Pooped, 

If this truly is “The Lord’s 
University” then it seems 
obvious who decided upon the 
relative altitude of the gymna- 
sium. If it wasn’t for aposta- 
tizing whiners like you BYU would 
be located in the oh-so-level state of 
Missouri. Bertha suggests you accept 
your penance and start getting in 


- shape. 


Confused? Depressed? 
Bewildered? Write Bertha the 
omniscient at P.O. Box 7092 
Provo, UT 84602. = 


Provo’s New 
Attraction 


by Russ Moorehead 


RUMOR HAS IT THAT THIS 
SPRING LIVING SCRIPTURES 


INC. IS PLANNING A HOSTILE 
takeover of Trafalga amuse- 
ment park. The word on the 


street is that the néw name for 


the updated and modernized 
park will be Scripture-Land. 


Our sources overheard some of 


the proposed attractions which 
will be as follows: 
*A Hill Cumorah waterslide 
*Noah’s Ark petting zoo 
*Escape from Laban’s 
haunted palace 
*Pioneer handcart merry- 
go-round 


*The Hall of Prophets (lifelike 
mechanical re-creations of the 
prophets tell their stories) 

*Jaredite barge ride 

*Winter Quarters ice skating 
rink 

*Tower of Babel scenic 
overlook (with coin operated 
binoculars for a panoramic 
view of Provo) 

*A three loop rollercoaster 


called the Armageddon 


Scripture-Land will have 
group discounts available for 
Family Home Evening groups 


and mission reunions. 


here.” 


“Hawaii has always been a 
very pivotal role in the 
Pacific. It is in the Pacific. It 
is a part of the United States 
that is an island that is right 


Quaylism 
of the Week 


In an effort to fully 
illuminate the unparalleled 
brilliance of our vice presi- 
dent, each week Campus Life 
will feature one of J. 
Danforth Quayle’s more 


memorable comments. 


Eavesdropper 


Campus Post Office Feb 12, 3:23 pm 

Freshman sending Dear John to missionary: 
“I’d like to send this letter to Paris. 

- Paris... let’s see... is Paris in London or 


England?” 


Big Chill-esque party, Feb 15, 1:06 am 


Lonesome wife whose husband is out of town: 


“Thin men in high heels have great legs.” 


Between Talmage Building and HBLL, Feb 20, 
10:38 am 

Ist Coed: “I asked directions for the com- 
puter lab. They told me to go to the 
Talmage Mouth Building.” 

2nd Coed: “I didn’t know BYU had a dental 


school.” 


Alta Apartments, Feb 12, 9:45 pm 
Trying to be understanding guy: “I don’t 


understand girls. Every time I think I got them 
figured out they do something that I again can’t figurd 
out.” 

Girl: “I understand everything a girl does. I 


may not agree with it, but I understand it.” 


Mountainwood, Feb 16, 12:26 am 
Boy (to his Preference date): 
going to walk me home?” 
Girl: “If you stay here till morning I will.” _ 


“So, are you 


_250 MSRB, Feb 14, 2:37 pm 


Politically correct but politically ignorant 
biology student: “Reagan’s coming tomorrow 
I think we should go and protest.” 

Politically correct class: “Yeah, that sounds 
like a good idea.” 

Same politically correct but politically ignoran 
student: “Does anyone know fomerhing: about 
Reagan we could protest?” 


Crandall Audio’s 
4" Anniversary 


COMPACT DISC 


ALE! 


March 1st—1]5th 


Crandall Audio 
1195 E 800 N Orem « 226-8737 


(Across the street from Osmond Studios) : 


Everything in the store is on sale! 


STUDENT REVIEW 
Marcu 6, 1991 


= Showdown 1910: 
When Evolution was First Taught at BYU 


WHEN CHARLES DARWIN PUBLISHED HIS 
ON THE ORIGIN OF SPECIES BY MEANS 


OF NATURAL SELECTION IN 1859, the 
reaction to this basic work of modern bi- 
ology was quick and fierce. The religious 
hierarchy of most Christian sects de- 
nounced Darwin’s “theories,” and 
Brigham Young Academy (BYA) joined in 
rejecting evolution by declaring it to 
“challenge the existence of God, diminish 
the status of humankind and jeopardizing 
the authority of the Bible.” The Church’s 
Sept.—Nov. 1891 edition of the Contribu- 
tor labeled evolution “an absurd idea and one which 
will not bear the test of reason.” 

In the early days of BYU and the Church, evolution 
was clearly seen as a threat to the Church’s teach- 
ings and was discouraged accordingly. However, 
questions remained. How do we account for the ori- 
gins and present diversity of life on planet earth? 
Though persecuted, evolution and the empirical evi- 
dence in support of evolution was too powerful to 
keep BYA from discounting evolution for long. 

_ In 1907 George Brimhall, third president of BYU, 
hired Joseph Peterson as the new university’s first 
PhD. He also recruited Dr. Peterson’s brother 
Henry, and the school’s second PhD, Dr. Ralph V. 
Chamberlin (recruited from the U of U) and his 
brother Dr. William Chamberlin, the school’s third 
PhD. The Peterson and Chamberlin brothers, argua- 
bly BYU’s finest minds at the time, all taught organic 
evolution, and as part-time religion professors, in- 
corporated their scientific knowledge into their reli- 
gion classes. They were extremely popular with the 
. 114 member student-body and often spoke at local 
community and Church meetings. 

In September 1909, seven months after BYU stu- 
dents celebrated Charles Darwin’s birthday centen- 
nial, reports began reaching Salt Lake of the 
Petersons’ and Chamberlins’ organic evolution teach- 
ings. Superintendent of Church Schools, Horace H. 
Cummings, a mostly self-educated man who saw evo- 
lution as faith-destroying, decided to investigate the 
happenings at BYU. 

In late 1910, he reported to the Church Board of 
Education that professors at BYU were “applying the 
evolutionary theory and other philosophical hypoth- 
eses to principles of the gospel and to the teachings of 
the church in such a way as to disturb, if not destroy 
the faith of the pupils.” Cummings’ report left the 
board “thunderstruck” and they called for a thorough 
investigation of his charges. 

Cummings again visited BYU. But this time the stu- 
dents were not friendly to Cummings. He became the 
butt of many jokes on campus as students mocked his 
“ultra piety and purity.” He wrote of his visit that 
“the friendly, respectful spirit heretofore always 


by Eric Ethington 


shown me changed to one of opposition and fault-find- 
ing.” Faculty and students “said I wanted to destroy 
the ‘academic liberty’ of some of their best teachers 
and would kill the school.” 

On January 21, 1911, Cummings sent his report to 
the General Board of Education. He did not mention the 
mockery he received while on campus, but did say 
that evolution “caused great disturbance in the minds 
of both pupils and the old style teachers.” Without 
mentioning names, he stated that “four or five of the 
teachers” were the culprits in championing organic 
evolution. 

On February 3, Cummings made his oral report to 
the board and named the errant teachers as Joseph 
and Henry Peterson and Ralph Chamberlin. He con- 
ceded that “from an educational standpoint [they] 
were the strongest men in the institution,” but added 
that “they have a potent influence with the students, 
thus making their theological teachings the more dan- 
gerous to the faith of the students.” 

President Brimhall said of the brewing evolution 
controversy “the only thing he could see was to get 
rid of these teachers.” 

The next week, the three teachers were summoned 
to Salt Lake City. None knew the nature of their visit 
until they arrived at Church Headquarters and were 
escorted into a room “with six of the top dignitaries 
of the Church there to try us. We were, as they say, 
flabbergasted,” Dr. Chamberlin later reported. 

During the meeting, the three professors were 
asked as to their beliefs on evolution and the profes- 
sors answered accordingly. Elder Heber J. Grant re- 
corded in his journal the three men “manifested a 
very good spirit.” But the next morning when the 
board met again, they “all agreed that the ideas and 
beliefs expressed by the professors under fire ought 
not to be taught in church schools but that the men 
were sincere and good.” 

BYU trustees were asked by the General Board to 
terminate the professors employment unless they 
changed their views on evolution. President Brimhall 
pleaded with the professors to conform to the Board’s 
decision. The professors would not change their 
views. Chamberlin, responding to Brimhall’s pleas, 


stated, “If you can bring me one student whose 
faith I have injured in Mormonism, I will bring 
you five that you, through your narrowness, 
have driven out of the Church. . . . Inever gave 
a public lecture on evolution until I had con- 
sulted you as to whether it would be all right. 
You urged me to do it. Now, why have you 
changed so suddenly?” 

Brimhall replied, “Well, I'll tell you, 
Brother Chamberlin, I know which side 
my bread’s buttered on.” 

Despite a rally to “stand by their 
teachers” by over 100 of the 114 mem- 
ber student-body, Dr. Joseph Peterson, Henry 
Peterson and Dr. Ralph Chamberlin were fired by BYU be- 
cause they taught organic evolution. Dr. Joseph 
Chamberlin resigned in protest over the treatment of 
his fellow faculty members. 

Teachers who were subsequently hired were 
warned by President Brimhall to teach only what the 
Church deemed “suited to the schools under its crea- 
tion:” What he meant was “don’t teach evolution.” 

The fight over evolution not only embittered many 
of the faculty and students, but damaged the school 
academically. Because of it, BYU's top professors and 
only PhD’s were lost. And for several years after 
that, professors with PhD’s were not allowed to 
teach religion classes at BYU because ‘it was thought 
they people with so much worldly education would de- 
stroy student faith. : 

However, there is life after BYU. Ralph Chamberlin 
and Joseph and Henry Peterson left BYU and led gen- 
erally successful lives. 

Ralph Chamberlin returned to University of Utah and 
later taught at Harvard. He later applied to BYU in 
1922 but was turned away with a curt “our funds 
will be very restricted this year.” 

Henry Peterson planned to run for Utah State In- 
spector of High Schools, but was opposed by Church 
authorities because “of his mode of thinking and caus- 
ing doubt in the hearts of the children.” Ironically, 
part of Henry Peterson’s BYU legacy is still on BYU 
campus. He built his house on what was then called 
Temple Hill and sold it in 1911. Twelve years later, 
the house was sold to BYU, and in 1927, Peterson’s 
home became the official residence of the university 
president which it still is. It stands across from the 
Brimhall building. 

Joseph Peterson transferred to the psychology de- 
partment of the University of Utah and later taught at 
the University of Minnesota where he was appointed 
Chairman of the Psychology Department in 1918. In 
1934, he was named president of the American Psy- 
chology Association. 

The writer is indebted to Gary James Bergera and 
Ronald Priddis, authors of Brigham Young University: 
A House of Faith, for the information used in this ar- 
ticle. 


Biology 100 and Evolution 


by Laurie McBride 


THERE IS GRANDEUR IN THIS Darwin’s theories of evolution 

VIEW OF LIFE, WITH ITS SEV- have not been readily accepted. 
In fact, his simple explanation 

ERAL POWERS, HAVING BEEN that species change over time 


originally breathed into a few 
forms or into one; and that, 
whilst this planet has gone 
cycling on according to the 
fixed law of gravity, from so 
simple a beginning endless 
forms most beautiful and 
wonderful have been, and are 
being evolved. 

Origin of Species, 1859 

Charles Darwin 


The world is dynamic, ever 
changing. Species change con- 
tinually, new ones originate, 
and others become extinct. 
This is evolution defined in its 
most succinct form. However, 
though obvious to many of us, 


due to natural selection, has 
made him one of the most con- 
troversial thinkers of all time. 

His profound paradigm of the 
nature of life demands that we 
rethink our concept of the world 
and our place in it. Some people 
find his theories antireligious 
because he strongly implies that 
natural selection, not God is re- 
sponsible for earth’s biodiver- 
sity. Because of the religious 
implications of biological evolu- 
tion, it is a topic of heated de- 
bate here at BYU. 

As a freshman, Biology 100 
traumatized me. I couldn’t be- 
lieve I was in a lecture hall with 


more students than there had 
been in my entire high school 
graduating class. Apprehen- 
sive, I was sure this was going 
to be the hardest class I would 
ever take. To my amazement, 
though, the class was actually 
fun. For a while, I even consid- 
ered changing majoring in zool- 
ogy. Of particular interest to 
me was evolution because it 
gave me different insights into 
how our world came to be. 

At first I couldn’t believe we 
were even allowed to talk 
about evolution at BYU. To my 
surprise, evolution was pre- 
sented in a matter of fact way 
just as it would be at any uni- 
versity. Our professors did not 
present evolution to us out of 
scientific duty. It was obvious 
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they felt evolution was a valid 
and beautiful theory and 
wanted us to decide how we 
felt about it. I especially liked 
how they provided possible 
reconciliations between bio- 
logical evolution and LDS be- 
liefs. After much thought and 
consideration, I accepted the 
theory as the only reasonable 
explanation for the creation of 
this world. 

However, not all of the stu- 
dents in the class felt the same 
as I did. One day I noticed the 
girl a row ahead of me in 
tears. “I just can’t TAKE 
this,” she sobbed. “Yeah,” 
said one of the girls huddled 
around her. “Darwin is the 
antiChrist.” The reaction of 
these two girls to Darwin was 


difficult for me to understand 
because I felt that Darwin’s 
theory about the origin of man 
left plenty of room for our be- 
liefs about the fall of Adam and 
Christ’s atonement. 

Earth is a store-house of in- 
credible biodiversity and 
Darwin’s explanation of how 
life became so diverse has 
been validated with reams of 
empirical data. Upon consider- 
ation of all accounts of the ori- 
gin of life, evolution seems the 
best explanation for nature’s 
diversity. Along with the no- 
tion that the world is round and 
that gravity is what keeps us 
all attached to the earth, evo- 
lution is one of only a very few 
ideas that has successfully 
withstood the test of time.A 


Evolution, Lotus 
Leaves and Amoebas 


by Brian Dille 


LOSE 20 POUNDS 
IN TWO WEEKS! 


Famous U.S. Women's Ski Team Diet 


teach science here. I’m a firm 
evolutionist. In fact I am trying 
to trace my genealogy to a 
single celled amoeba.” 

“How can you possibly do 
that?” 


ENCOURAGED BY THE CONSER- 
VATIVE TREND IN LOCAL POLI- 


TICS, THE EXECUTIVE Board of 
James J. Strang University 
-met to discuss its teaching 


During the non-snow off season the U.S. Women's Alpine Ski Team 
members used the "Ski Team" diet to lose 20 pounds in two weeks. That's right — 
20 pounds in 14 days! The basis of the diet is chemical food action and was devised 
by a famous Colorado physician especially for the U.S. Ski Team. Normal energy 


pliable students correct doc- 
trine.” ‘ 

“Why don’t we use the Pearl 
of Great Price account instead 
of the textbook to explain cre- 


. . . . ! . . "Full" peo tarv. ti 
ation. * coked TaloloMichells is maintained (very important!) while reducing. You keep no starvation 


— because the diet is designed that way. It's a diet that is easy to follow whether 


methods on the origins of life. 
Dr. Johnny B. Righteous, the 
board’s Executive President 
opened the meeting for discus- 
sion. “Fellow education wor- 
shipfulnesses,” said 
Righteous,”I feel the time has 
come for our beloved univer- 
sity to step forward as the 
leader among educational in- 
stitutions and stop the dam- 
nable practice of warping the 
young minds of our students 
with heretical teachings. I 
move we teach the true nature 
of the creation of the Earth 
and burn our texts that men- 
tion evolution. I have invited 
Dr. Graspo Strauss here from 
the Institute of Creation Sci- 
ence to pitch their textbook. 
Dr. Strauss? 

Strauss cleared his throat. 
“Thank you. In our new book, 
The World: How God Did It, we 
show the scientific proofs that 
the world was created accord- 
ing to the account in Genesis. 
In this book we prove that man 
coexisted with dinosaurs, that 
carbon dating is a fraud and a 
hoax, and that the Earth is 
name a few chapters. See this 
chart on Magma cooling in two 
hours?” 

“Qh come on!”, said Dr. 
Stan Firm, Dean of Science, 
butting in, “you don’t expect 
me to teach that, do you? We 


Doonesbury 


UNIVERSAL PRESS SYHOCATE @ 1971 8 Pudeou 


WITHOUT HIM... » Regiflodale i 
\(EPSN THERE... |: 


“Well, I had a second uncle 
twice removed that was a 
snake. What possible proof do 
you have that evolution is 
false? What about the English 
moths?” 

“We have an entire chapter 
proving that Darwinian 
antiChrists actually painted all 
the white moths black in a des- 
perate attempt to sway public 
opinion.” 

Dr. Mohathma Canji, guest 
faculty from India, quietly in- 
terjected, “Gentleman, might I 
suggest that it would be better 
to teach the ultimate reality 
that the world comes from 
Brahman and was created by © 
Vishnu from the lotus leaf that 
sprung from the belly of 
Brahma? More people in the 
world believe that than either 
Christianity or evolution.” 

“Actually,” said Buddhist 
Tang Chu, the university’s ac- 
countant, “this whole argu- 
ment is irrelevant because the 
world doesn’t really exist. The 
sooner we all realize that the 
happier we will be. Now, can 
we just move on to funding?” 
Deaness of Political Science, 
“that we should at least stick 
to Christianity. After all, any- 
one who doesn’t believe in our 
country’s majority religion 
should just leave. It’s a free 
country. We must teach these 


IT TURNS OUT I WAS 
RESPONSIBLE FOR, 
9,000 AMERICAN 


KBS's THIS WEEK! 


KBS'S52 


KILLED BY 
SMOKING. 


Smith, the only Mormon on the 
board. 

“Don’t be silly,” snapped 
Righteous. “We just agreed to 
teach majority Christian doc- 
trine. You can keep your Mor- 
mon blasphemy to yourself. I 
already have a committee 
working on this. Our Dean of 
Divinity is here to give us the 
results.” 

“Thank you,” said Father 
Dogood as he moved up front. 
* Our committee has drafted a 
statement. It is an attempt to 
teach an inoffensive creation 
story. It goes something like 
this: ‘In the beginning, the un- 
knowable, unseen essence that 
is the uncaused cause, began a 
process about which we are 
totally clueless which caused 
this world to be.’ It’s a little 
rough around the edges, but 
we're still working on it.” 

“It’s decided then,” said 
Righteous,“we will use the 
text How God Did It with a for- 
ward drafted by Father 
Dogood’s committee. Now back 
to what to do with our old 
texts. I suggest a bonfire.” 
to the apostate university to 
the north,” said Dogma. 

“Good idea,” said Righteous, 
“and make a note to send a pox 
with the shipment. I’m still 
mad about the incident with the 
spray-painter.” A 


BY GARRY TRUDEAU 


WELL, ITS 
AGAINST 
DROP THE REGULA- 
MORALE OFFI- TIONS. BUT... 


GERFROM A 
OKAY, OKAY, 
GREAT HEIGHT? / TCAN | 


YES, MAAM. 
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you work, travel or stay at home. 


This is, honestly, a fantastically successful diet. If it weren't, the U.S. 
Women's Ski Team wouldn't be permitted to use it! Right? So, give yourself the 
same break the U.S. Ski Team gets. Lose weight the scientific, proven way. Even 
if you've tried all the other diets, you owe it to yourself to try the U.S. Women's Ski 
Team Diet. That is, if you really do want to lose 20 pounds in two weeks. Order 


today. Tear this out as a reminder. 


Send only $10.00 ($10.50 for Rush Service) - to: SlimQuik, P.O. Box 103, 
Dept. 2R, Hayden, ID 83835. Don't order unless you want to lose 20 pounds in 


two weeks! Because that's what the Ski Team Diet will do. © 1990 


pPesseeee COUPON 222 222"4 


WHILE 


LAST!!! 


¢ Training 
e Monitors 


THEY $399* 


Expires 3/291 *WITH THIS COUPON 


¢ Repairs 


« CDROM 
¢ Hard Drives + Training 
AND A WHOLE LOT MORE! 


== Cutting Edge 


e Networks 
e Laser Printers ¢ Parts 


e RAM 
e Networks 


8 OPEN 10 AM to 6PM, Mon thru Sat (801) 377-6555. 


5 2250 No. University Parkway, C-54 Provo, Utah 


84604-1510 


becucecs COUPON «ceenaoes 


Automotive Repair 

Import Auto 

Foreign cars are our specialty, 
nota sideline. _ 

800 S. University Ave., Provo 

374-8881 


Compact Discs 

Crandall Audio/ 

Crandall’s Reptile Records 

Most discs $12.99 or less. 
Over 1000 import CD’s. 

1195 E. 800 N., Orem 

226-8737 

125 W. Center, Provo 

373-1822 


Greywhale CD 

Up to $7 off for trade-ins— 
great prices. 

1774.N. University Pkwy., 
Provo 

(in Brigham's Landing) 

373-7733 


Review Recommends 


Dry Cleaners 

Expressline Cleaners 

2250 N. University Pkwy. #40 
373-6726 


Sports Wear 

Sports Shoes 

Nike Shoes for all occasions. 
1774.N. University Pkwy. 
(in Brigham’s Landing) 
377-9499 


Bookstores 

Atticus Books and Coffee 
House 

Quality books, interesting 
people, some food and drink 
in a 1940’s farmhouse. 

1132 S. State, Orem 

226-5544 


Restaurants 
The Pie Pizzaria 


Great food and live local 


music. 
1445 Canyon Rd., Provo 
373-1600 


THEATER 


Feb 15-April 8, I'll Remem- 
ber You, Hale Center Theater, 
Orem, 226-8600. 

Feb 20-March 30, Daddy’s 
Dyin’...Who’s Got the Will?, 
Egyptian Theatre, 8pm Thurs- 
Sat, 7 pm Sundays, call 649- 
9371. 

Feb 21-April 15, No Time 
For Sergeants, comedy, Hale 
Center Theater, $8, $10 for 
reserved seating; call for 
reservations, now! 484- 
9257. 

March 1-25, Backwoods 
Romeo, Fridays and Satur- 
days, 7:30 pm Valley Center 
Playhouse, Lindon. 

March 21-23, 26-30, In the 
Burning Darkness, Margetts 
Arena Theater, HFAC, 7:30 
pm, tickets call 378-3875. 

March 8,9, Lerner & 
Loewe, 7:30 pm, Salt Lake 
Repertory Theater. 

Mar 15-May 6, The Lion, 
the Witch, and the Wardrobe, 
Salt Lake Repertory Theater, 
call 532-6000 for times. 

April 5-May 25, Baby, 
Broadway Musical, Sundance 
Institute Screening Room, call 
225-4100 to make reserva- 
tions, now! $10. 


THEATER GUIDE 


Babcock Theater, 300 S. 
University, SLC. Tickets: 
Fri&Sat $6, weeknights $5, 
581-6961. 

Egyptian Theater, Main 
Street, Park City. Tickets: 
649-9371. 

Promised Valley Playhouse, 
132 S. State St., SLC. Tick- 
ets: $5, 364-5696. 

Hale Center Theater, 2801 
S. Main, SLC. Tickets: $4-$7, 
484-9257. 

Pioneer Theater Company, 
1340 E. 300 S., SLC. Tickets: 
$8-$18, 581-6961. 

Provo Town Square The- 
ater, 100 N. 100 W., Provo. 
Tickets:$3, 375-7300. 

Salt Lake Acting Company, 
168 W. 500 N., SLC. Tickets: 
Fri&Sat $17, T-Th $14, 363- 
0525. 

Salt Lake Repertory Theater 
(City Rep), 148 S. Main, SLC. 
Tickets: $6.50 & $8.50, 
532-6000. 

Valley Center Playhouse, 
780 N. 200 E. Lindon. Tick- 
ets: $4, 785-1186 or 224- 
5310. 


VIDEO 


It’s Y-Days—again! 

And guess what? At long last, the only fun BYUSA activity 
is back! It’s bigger, better and more bawdy than ever! We 
won’t walk on eggshells anymore. We want to give you a 
chance to participate. Give us some safe, clean, warm and 
fuzzy videos. You could even win a prize!! 


Three Categories: 
1. The downfall of a Freshman pipe-bomb ring. 
2. The newly married couple that can’t find housing. 
3. The “tubular” parties of an off-campus club. 


*Top prize-two-year supply of taco salad coupons 
2nd prize—15 free hours of career counselling 
¢3rd prize—Free screening at any SR party 


Send entries to: 
UNIFORM Video Contest 
or call 
377-2980 


MUSIC 


March 7, BYU Philharmonic 
Winter Concert, 7:30 pm, 
deJong Concert Hall, $3. 

March 8, BYU Symphonic 
Band in Winter Performance, 
7:30 pm, Madsen Recital Hall, 
free. 

March 12, Men’s Chorus, de 
Jong Concert Hall, 7:30 pm, 
tickets call 378-7444. 

March 14, Modern Mandolin 
Quartet, Madsen Recital Hall, 
7:30 pm, tickets call 378- 
7444, 

March 15, Fattburger, New 
Age Jazz Concert, 7:30 pm, 
ELWC Main Ballroom, tickets 
on sale March 4, Music Ticket 
Office HFAC. 

March 18, Living Colour, 
7:30 pm, State Fairpark 
Coliseum, tickets at Greywhale 
cD. 

March 19, Iron Maiden w/ 
Anthrax, Salt Palace, 7:30 
pm, tickets at SmithTix. 

March 20, Neil Young, Social 
Distortion, Sonic Youth, U of U 
Huntsman Center, 7:30 pm. 

Mondays & Wednesdays, 
Joseph Smith Auditorium 
Organ Recital Series, 12 noon, 
JSB Auditorium, free. 

Weekends, Live Music at the 
Pie, Pie Pizzeria, Provo, 9- 
midnight, cover $3, gets you 
hot live music and food, THIS 
WEEK: March 8-9, Idaho 
Syndrome. 

Temple Square Concert 
Series 

All events begin at 7:30 pm; 
admission is free. 

March 8, BYU Men’s Chorus; 
Mack Wilberg, director. 

March 9, American West 
Symphony and Chorus: Terrell 
Lamoreaux, director. 

March 13, National Federa- 
tion of Music Clubs, Piano 
Recognition Recital. 


FILM © 


Cuban Film Festival— 

Cinema from revolutionary 
Cuba, Thursdays, 6:30 pm in 
Orson Hall Auditorium at U of 
U, Free, call 575-8211. 

Mar 7, Death of a Bureau- 
crat, A hilarious attack on 
Cuban bureaucracy. 

Mar 14, Parting of the 
Ways, Describes the emotional 
trials of a family divided by 
self-exile and allegiances to 
the Revolution. 

Varsity I 


All applicable standards apply. 


Shows at 4:30, 7, 9:30. 
March 8-13, My Left Foot. 
Varsity II 

Shows at 7, 9:30. 

March 8-11, Short Time. 
March 8, Clue, 11:30 pm. 


International Cinema 

March 5-9, Death in Venice 
(English), Aguiree-The Wrath 
of God (German). 

March 12-16, Stalker 
(Russian), Electra (Greek), 
Engle Aus Eisen (German). 

Movies 8 

Now showing: The Rescuers 
Down Under, Ghost, The 
Rookie, Mermaids, Look Who’s 
Talking Too, Memphis Belle, 
Quigley Down Under, 3 Men and 
a Little Lady, $1.50, call 375- 
5667. 

cinema in your face 


March 8-17, Allegro Non 


When 7 grow upp... 


Ta tahig 
HOME STUDY 


Troppo, call 364-3647 for 
show times. 

Cinema Guide 

Academy Theater, 56 N. 
University Ave., 373-4470. 

Avalon Theater, 3605 S. 
State, SLC, 226-0258. 

Cinema In Your Face, 45 W. 
300 S., SLC, 364-3647. 

Carillon Square Theaters, 
224-5112. 

Cineplex Odeon University 4 
Cinemas, 224-6622. 

International Cinema, 250 
SWKT, BYU, 378-5751. 

Mann Central Square The- 


ater, 374-6061. 
Scera Theater, 745 S. State, 
Orem, 225-2560. 


Varsity I, ELWC; Varsity II 
JSB, BYU, 378-3311. 


ART 


Jan 23-March 30, Environ- 
mental photography, Robert 
Glenn Ketchum photograph 
exhibit at Sundance, info: 225- 


Forei 


STUDENT REVIEW 
Marco 6, 199] 


12 


Cars Are Our 
Specialty, Not A Sideline 


4107. 

Feb 22-Mar 30, Ceramics by 
Von Allen, Gallery 303 HFAC, 
free. i 

Feb 27-Mar 14, 19th Annual 
All-State High School Show, 
Springville Museum of Art, 
127 E. 400 S. 


DANCE 


March 8-9, BYU Ballroom 
Dance Company, 7:30 pm, 
Marriott Center, tickets call 
378-2981. 

March 22-23, International 
Ball & Ballroom Champion- 
ships, ELWC Ballroom, call 
378-2110 for tickets. 

Mondays, International Folk 
Dancing, U of U Union Ball- 
room, 7 pm, frees 

Tuesdays & Saturdays, Big 
Band Era Ballroom Dancing, 

Murray Arts Center, 269- 

1400. 

Wednesdays, Israeli 
dancing, Jewish Community 
Center, SLC, 7:30-10 pm. 

Thursdays, Industrial 
Dance Music, The Pompa- 
dour, 740 S. 300 W., SLC, 
$4 cover, info:537-7051. 


LECTURES 


March 6, Gulf War Sympo- 
sium, “Media Ethics in 
War,” Dr. Ralph Barney, 
llam, Varsity Theater; 
“Mormon and Other Christian 
Views on War,” Dr. Roger 
Keller, 2pm, Varsity The- 
ater; Film, “Revolution: Iraq 
& Iran,” 4pm, 321 ELWC. 

March 7, Gulf War Sympo- 
sium, “Implications Follow- 
ing the War,” Dr. Daniel 
Peterson, llam, Garden 
Court; “History of U.S. 

Foreign Policy in the Middle 
East,” Dr. Donna Lee Bowen, 
2pm, 321 ELWC. 

March 8, Gulf War Sympo- 
sium, “U.S. National Interests 
in Middle East After War,” Dr. 
Omar Kader, llam, Varsity 
Theater. 

March 7, Philosophy Club 
Lecture Series, March is 
Descartes Month, Gary Brown 
speaks on René Descartes. — 

March 12, Devotional, Elder 
Dallin H. Oaks, 11 am, 
Marriott Center. 

March 12, Sunstone New 
Testament Lecture Series, 
Margaret Toscano, “Is Jesus 
God in the New Testament?” 
7:30 pm James Fletcher 
Building, U of U. 

March 13, “Entrepreneuring 
in the Utah Valley Technology 
Sector,” Ken Duncan, Pres. of 
Soft Solutions, 2&4 pm, 710 
TNRB. 

March 14, Philosophy Club 


Lecture Series, March is 


With spring just around the cornet... 
nt your car to break. 


CENTER 


800 S. University * Just South of the Overpass ° 374-8881 


Descartes Month, Travis 
Anderson on René Descartes. 

April 11-12, Women’s 
Conference, to register call 
378-7692. 


OTHER 


March 8, Astronomical 
Society Planetarium Show, “A 
Star is Born: Stellar Evolu- 
tion,” 429 ESC, 7:30&8:30 
pm, $1. : 

March 10, Comedian Sam . 
Kinison, 8 pm, Capitol Theater, 
tickets at SmithTix. 

Massages, Full body, Full 
hour, $16, call 359-2528. 

Air Pollution Report, current 
and expected levels, 533- 
7239. 

Current Sky Info, 532- 
STAR. 

Geneva Steel plant tours, 
MTuWF at 9 am and 1 pm, free. 
Call to reserve a spot: 227- 
9240. 

Hansen Planetarium, 15 S. 
State, SLC. Shows include 
Laser Beatles, Laser Bowie, 
Laser Zeppelin, Laser Rock, 
Laser Floyd and others. Info: 
538-2098. 

Rally and March in Support 
of Troops, Federal Building, 
125 S. State, SLC, every 
Thursday at 7 pm until war 
ends. ‘ 

Mondays, Readings of local 
women writers, A Woman’s 
Place Bookstore, 1400 Foothill 
Drive #240, Foothill Village, 
SLC, free, call 583-6431. 


EDITOR’S CHOICE 


For all you with nothing to do 
this week, but don’t have 
enough time to read through 
the whole Calendar, here.is a 


- simple, brief, easy to under- 


stand list of things to do. I 
make this list because I care 
about you. , 

1) Idaho Syndrome at the 
Pie. 

2) Any lecture from the Gulf 
War Symposium, even though 
the war is pretty much over. 

3) Allegro Non Troppo at 
cinema in your face. A hilari- 
ous animated send-up of 
Fantasia. That fat Ebert 
character says, “What an 
inspiration!” 

4) No Time for Sergeants at 
the Hale Center Theater in Salt 
Lake, an extremely funny 
military comedy. 

5) The dependable entertain- 
ment staple, Movies 8. 


“The public have an 
insatiable curiosity to know 
everything—except what is 
worth knowing.” —Oscar 


Wilde. 


